CHAPTER 212 


November 25, 2011 


“| think we covered haikus; you should probably take my notes to study.” 


Justin had made his way to Chie’s house that bleak, foggy afternoon; a rather 
humorous twist on the usual Chie showing up to Justin’s house. And they would 
have too, knowing her father was just going to keep giving Justin dirty looks and 
making it clear just how much he hated the kid if it weren’t for Maya. The exams 
were coming up which meant it was time for the usual cram session for Chie; and 
that meant Justin had to be the one to explain absolutely everything they had 
learned over the few months since the last exam they took. You would think then 
that with Maya having to study for exams too they could unify and create some kind 
of collective study group, but the simple fact of the matter was that Maya could not 
concentrate with even the slightest distraction, and Justin being the smart ass he 
was, was chock-full of distractions during these last minute cram-sessions. Perhaps 
that was why Chie never did as well as she had hoped. He’d tone it down if it 
weren’t for the fact that it seemed like she always had fun when Justin lightened up 
the mood with some corny joke or some smart ass historical allegory. It was the 
contrast between suffering and being miserable now or getting a shit grade later 
and then being miserable at that point. Justin couldn’t particularly bare to see either 
of the options, so he tried to strike a middle ground. He couldn’t say it DIDN’T work, 
though he couldn’t say it did work either. 


“They’re like... five syllables, seven syllables, five syllables right? Besides, you know 
| don’t study.” Justin dismissed her offer, as grateful as he was that she was willing 
to part with her notes for a few days so he could catch up. It was true he never 
studied for this shit anyway, so he didn’t really need them, but it was the thought 
that count right. Chie always did get nervous about his refusal to study, even 
knowing that he usually did very good on these exams... minus the last one which 
for some reason he bombed big time. Maybe his strategy of not giving a fuck and 
just picking answers at random wasn’t working out quite as well with time as he had 
hoped. After all, there was only so much he could just sort of know or conclude from 
logical deduction right? She shrugged and sighed before withdrawing the hand she 
had extended with her notebook clenched between her fingers, paper and 
cardboard bending as gravity did it’s work on the notes. 


“Sounds, but yeah.” Chie remarked. Justin wasn’t exactly wrong, sounds obviously 
referred to syllables in this circumstance, but you never know when he might have 
to write an essay or something and the wording would need to be very precise. 
Justin just shrugged it off though; what were they going to do? Take off a point for 
calling a banana a slightly different variation of a banana? He’d be right, and they’d 
know it. Besides, he always wrote his essays in English, and the school was more 


than aware his native language wasn’t Japanese by this point, so they cut him some 
slight slack when it came to that kind of stuff, if only because translating between 
other languages can only be so precise. He’d be fine, no doubts about it in his mind. 
“So Maya’s doing better, huh?” Chie interjected, changing the subject for a moment 
while she tried to find their current chapter in her history book. A rather poorly 
chosen topic in that Justin had it about up to here with Maya as of recently, but at 
least she wasn’t talking about his dead deadbeat dad. That already put her ahead of 
Kanji by a long shot. Justin groaned a bit, falling back onto Chie’s bed, eyes staring 
up at the ceiling with distaste for the new topic that had arisen. 


“Yeah, fantastic...” Justin rolled his eyes with sarcasm. She was doing alright 
physically, at least well enough that she could move around the house (but god 
forbid she try to reach something in a high up place), the problem lied in her mental 
state. Now Justin was going to give her the benefit of the doubt and say it was just 
the fever talking, but that didn’t change the fact that Maya was being a complete 
bitch as of late. T’was the problem with lack of communication; Justin thought he 
was doing something good and Maya thought he was being an over-protective 
asshole. Perhaps not an asshole, but at the very least she didn’t like it; it was his 
ignorance to it all that annoyed her the most. She should have just told him that 
and he would have stopped, but no. She was much too afraid to give Justin a piece 
of her mind; why, she didn’t know. She just was. So in the end the only thing that 
was accomplished was the creation of this great tension between the two, caused 
by misunderstandings and a lack of insight into the mind of the other. 


“You don’t sound convinced.” Chie remarked with dull concern, pausing for a 
moment before turning her eyes away from the book that had been spread across 
her lap. She had been dating Justin for months now, long enough that she knew 
when he was hiding something, she knew when something was up and he was just 
biting his tongue. Justin sighed a bit, not so much as budging from the rather 
comfortable spot he had found on Chie’s bed. She was lucky; Justin’s mattress was 
one of those old spring ones that killed your back in the morning; which didn’t help 
much with his mild scoliosis. Her mattress... Justin wasn’t quite sure what it was 
made of, but it was just soooo much better. He’d have to find away to negotiate a 
trade or something; not that Chie was stupid enough to take Justin mattress in 
exchange: she HAD been to Justin’s house before, and while she had only been up 
in his room once or twice, it only took one touch of her hindquarters against the 
mattress to realize just how uncomfortable it was. In a way, she felt bad for Maya 
having been confined there for a couple weeks straight while she tried to fight off 
whatever she caught. But then, she wasn’t so sure sleeping on the couch was much 
better, at least in terms of being sick. It was more comfortable from what Chie had 
determined that one time Justin had that oxygen tank, that much she was fairly 
positive of. 


“Well she’s feeling better, but | guess | did SOMETHING to piss her off. Either that or 
she’s just naturally bitchy.” Justin remarked with only a hint of sarcasm, glaring at 


the ceiling as though the ceiling has at one point shot his mother in the face, 
shanked him, took all his money, and then took a shit on him while he was still 
down on the ground. 


“Justin!” Chie gasped with somewhat shock. Now, she wouldn’t lie and say that’s 
not the kind of mentality she had towards Maya when they first met, but then, it 
wasn’t so much a problem with Maya as it was she got really jealous and really 
angry. She held no hard feelings against her for what happened over the phone or 
anything like that. That said, as times changed, so too did her feelings towards 
Maya. Now Chie considered her a good friend, even if they started off on rocky 
terms. Perhaps it was for that reason that she was completely and utterly appalled 
by Justin’s proclamation that Maya was acting like a bitch. She could have swore 
those two were the best of friends; hell they had to have been to have been keeping 
this family charade up as long as they had been. It must have been one hell of a 
fight if those two were making petty jabs at each other behind each other’s back, if 
Justin’s perception of a girl he’d give anything for had soured to the point of 
referring to her as a complete and utter bitch. The feud would pass with time no 
doubt; it usually did, but that didn’t change the fact that it seemed so out of 
character for Justin to be pissed off at Maya like this. He rolled his eyes a bit before 
sitting pack up, leaning forward again. 


“Well she is.” Justin defended himself with the rather childish counter of ‘but its 
true.’ Didn’t change the fact that it was blunt and insulting; even if the person that 
would be insulted wasn’t present. God forbid someone ever repeat what Justin said 
in the shadow to her; the feud that would erupt between the two would be of 
astronomical proportions. “It’s like, I’ve been doing nothing but make sure she’s 
alright for the last two weeks, I’ve skipped school, I’ve slept on the couch, I’ve done 
fucking everything for her, and she turns around and starts bitching me out for no 
reason. Fuck it. Done.” Justin ranted and raved, waving his arms back and forth a 
bit. It was true that he had been doing all that because it was the right thing to do 
and because Maya needed help to pull through, but the fact of the matter was while 
he wasn’t looking for praise or thanks for his deeds, he was by no means okay with 
her spitting in his face after all he had done. Hell, he even went out of his way to 
make sure she could celebrate her Birthday, even from the confines of her bed... 


Justin just hoped to god it was that time of the month again. 


“She's probably just cranky from the fever, give her some time.” Chie countered. 
She didn’t know what was going through Maya’s head, so she couldn’t say with any 
degree of certainty, but that’s what she assumed was going on. And even if it 
wasn't, it might do Justin some good to hear that the shit he was hearing was just a 
less than pleasant side-effect of the spell she had been under. Justin didn’t 
completely believe her, but part of him was hoping something was just going on in 
Maya’s life and she was taking it out on Justin. Everyone needs an outlet after all, 


and being trapped in a bed for two weeks, she didn’t exactly have many outlets. 
Unless you counted the ceiling, but really, who would? 


“| guess... | just wish she would pick something ELSE to pour her anger into.” Justin 
shrugged a bit. He certainly didn’t find any of this amusing or appropriate or 
anything like that. It felt like she was getting angry at the one person who truly 
cared for her and wanted the best for her. Not to say her friends didn’t either, but 
she didn’t live with Justin’s friends; the damage wasn’t quite the same in that 
regard. At the end of the day though, perhaps none of this even mattered. Family 
fought after all, especially brother and sister. Maya and Justin were no exception to 
the rule by any stretch of the imagination. This would probably all be gone ina 
couple days, or so he hoped. Hell, maybe she was just under a lot of stress with her 
equivalency exams coming up: even if he did tell her not to worry about it. Probably 
not a great idea seeing as he had tried a second time today to get the exam moved 
back a couple days for her, to no avail. The schoolboard could really suck when they 
wanted to. “Whatever. Alright, what topic are we on.” 


“The Cold War... Wait... America got nuked?” 


“Oh boy, we got a lot to go over.” 


